REMORSE

barken Thou, the Source of all. With ties of love I'll
bind Thee. But Thy help I need to love Thee thus,
and human must Thou be for man to court. Be Thou
a lord or be Thou a father, or brother, sister, husband,
mother, or a friend or daughter dear, but in a man's
guise must Thou appear. By Thy beauty and Thy
merits draw me to Thy lotus feet, and there I'll weep as
a woman weeps seeing her husband's mien. Then my
tears shall lave Thy feet, Thy words shall charm my
life. Shapeless or a globe of light if Thou shouldst be,
little would it avail me. I long to reach Thee and Thee
alone, and clasp Thee warmly to my heart; but how
can I clasp a shapeless thing ? Those that claim, a
shapeless thing they love, by that word 'love' they but
deceive their heart; the shape and substance they
always miss. Some there be that beat and break their
heads, bowing before an inconceivable orb of light, and
please themselves that thus they have worshipped God.
But such is not love but fear of Him. An evil spirit
must he be, whom to please one must beat and break his
head, and one that must be very cruel indeed. An
evil spirit one could but fear; an evil spirit one could
never love. You call it love, but *t is fear you have
and such love indeed I care not for."

And the Sadhu, by this time nearly unconscious,
beheld in a dream a vision of five fair maidens, grouped
in a charming wood.